Come ON Taylor 

Sick Of Waiting For You To Take A Selfie 
Smoke A Cigarette 

Do A Line 

God DAMN 

I Said GOD DAMN 

I Was Told That We Were Going To 


DITCH THE WHOLE SCENE 


You Didn’t Mean The Anthropocene? 

Classic Early Romance Blooper 

Anyways Yeah It’s Fucking Time 

No One Cares Who You’re Going To Fucking Marry 

I Don’t Care What Your Body Count Is 

I Care What The Body Count Of This Century Is Going To Be 


Fucking Duh 

Are You Are Fucking Retarded 
Doomsday Clock Nuclear War 

Internet Propaganda Everyone’s Stupid 
Am I Getting Through To You Mr. Beale 
Or Ms. Swift 


I’m Sorry 

I Was Told SWIFT NEVER MISSES 

That The Fuck Happened To You Taylor 

You Used To Be Cool 

Remember When We Were Never Getting Back Together 
When You Knew How I Was Trouble When I Walked In 


Do You Know Taylor 

That Your Song Is About Technology 

I Knew Anvils Were Trouble When They Walked In 

I Watched The Factories Go Up Taylor 

I Watched The Slave Ships Leave By The Hundreds Taylor 
I Heard The Cries And Moans Taylor 

I Drank The Blood That Was Spilled So That Morons Can Sit Around Worried About Whether YOU 
Will Get Married Who God Damn Cares 

Look At Greta 

The Question Is Not 

Who Will You Marry 

The Question Is 

Where Will You Be Arrested 

And What Will You Be Charged With 


My Crime Is That I Love Love More Than I Love Any Of You 
I Take All Sentient Beings Seriously And For This I Am No Conceptual Priority Of Yours 
O Ye Of Little Faith And My Taylor, Take Heart—I Have No Ill Will, And Walk In The Cold For You 


